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"You forgot that your hnlm n :
o dy now ns It wns when you were
lm: shot out in Arizonn—Ah! T see
hd:l;am already understand what 1
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)]:hnitv had started forward in hin

hale, his face lh'i;!;.

“You know-——* .
,.r;u‘ Mora than T wanted to know

1 would ever have known
n|1‘dth'[l:l1ﬂsrd fnir \:mh me. :nu
4 othing for my life. You whot,
I:nim-d killing your man and lh_or{
hen the light went out, #nmkwl”n“a;
the coward that you nrp-—-;t- A
D—n you,"' |-rnr.|'iwrl MeGulre
bly, falling park in hia rhnlr.r
"[d:uin; me to the mercies o 'w“ll:
nelent enemy in the durk—who thought
our accompllee. You cnn hardly
hn{e him under the (‘irt'lll‘llﬂfm.u‘r'n.
t T got the best of him—luckily for
Land disarmed him. Tf you had re-
ined n few moments longer you might
vo tnken part in our very interesting
neersation. Do you still deny all

‘i!
I"l‘l‘c‘iulr& «tified with his fear and
;'y wan ineapable of a reply.
"\"pry ond. Ho long a5 we tlndt"r-
nd each other thus far, perhaps 3n:|
il permit me to go on, As you know,
me to yon in good faith, T wanted
help you in Any way that a gentle-
n eould do. Tnst night youn lr‘u-'lfml
and put my life in danger. 1f you
3 killed I{onnn-‘nlv fu-vvr‘_\'?hlng ;\;:;lhl
eon all right for you, J
:ﬁdh;:\lm heen Fnl'('mﬂ“d of the killing.
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't work out."
}r[lr}}:.im's fultering cournge WAs com-
"illl:d‘:;n'." he muttered desperately.
“Phanks,'' said Peter, *' ‘\'.HI.
ol of vours seraprd Konnedv's shoul -
He nvas bleeding badly,
he enbin and fixed him up.
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He
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right In his chalr, staring up at Peter
with bloodshot eyes,

“"He's lled to you, If he sald T done
' he gasped, relapsing into the
vernacular of an earller day. ‘'It was
Hawlk. He stabbed him in the back, I
never touched him. I never had a

Peter's lips set in a thin line. v
"o l-hwr Kennedy killed, Ben Cam-
eron !"" he said. .

“"He did. I swear to God——"'
““And then you cleared out with all
the water, leaving Hawk to die. That
was murdor—ecold -hlooded murder—r:"*
"My God, don't, Nichols!" the old
man moaned, “'1f you only knew——""
“"Well, then—tell me the truth,"
Their glances met. Peter's was com-
pelling, He Im}. when he chose, an alr
of command, nd there was something
else in Peter's look, inflexible as it

was, thnt gave MeGuire courage, an
unalterable Tmnmt which had been so
far tried and not found wonting.

“You know—already,” he stam-
mered.

“Tell me your story,"' sald Peter
bluntly.

There was a long moment of hesita-
tlon, aud then :

“Get me u drink, Nichols., I'll trust
vou, I've never told it to a living
man. I'll tell—I'11 tell it all. Tt may
not be as bad as you think.
**This-~this thing has been hanging
over mg for fifteen years, Nichols—tf.
teen years. Its weighted me down,
made an old man of me before my time,
Maybe it will help me to tell some-
body. It's made me hard—silent, busy
with my own affalrs, bitter ngainst
every man wha could hold his head up.
I knew it was going to come some duy,
I knew it. You can't pull anything
like that and get away with it for-
ever. 1'd made the money for my kids—
I never had any fun spending it in my
life. I'm a lonely man, Nichols. I
nlways was, No happiness except when
I came back to my daughters—to Peggy
and my poor Marjorle * * *°'
MeGuire was silent for a moment and
Peter, not taking his gaze from his
face, patiently walted, MeGuire glanced
at him just once and then. went on,
slipping back from thme to time Into
the speech of a bygone day.

“I never knew what his first name
was., He was always just ‘Hawk' to
us boys on the range. Hawk Ken-
nedy was n bad lot. T knew
| there in the San Luis Valley,
wikn't no angel from heaven mysel,
Apd he had n way with him. We
got on all right together,
the

it up
but

But when
old mine up at the Gap petered

;hlnl to do with the killin'. T swear
l .

out he quit me—got beaten up In n
fight about n woman, T didn't see
him for some years, when he showed
up In Pueble, where T was workin' in
a smelter, He was nll for goin' South
into the copper country. Tle had some
money-—husted a furo bank, he said,
nand talked big about the fortune he
was goin' to umke, Ah, he eould talk,
when he had sometning on his mind
* * * T had wome money saved up, too,
and g0 T quit my job nnr]‘wunt with him
fdown to Bishes, Ariz. 1 wish to God
I never had. I'd gotten pretty well
straightened out up in Mueblo, sendin’
mopey Fast to the wife and all—-,
Nut I wanted to be rich. 1 was forty-
five and I had to hurry. But I could
do It yet. Mavbe this was my chanece,
That's the way T thought, That's why
[ happened to lirten to Hawk Ken-
nedy and his tales of the ecopper coun-

ry.
YWell, we got nn outfit in Bishee

nks. You said he wouldn't tﬂ”“-

e did."" ) w | and set out nlong the Mexlean horder,
"oy made him talk d n YO I Wa had n tip that led us out into the
efuire broke In honrsely. desert. It wax just a tip, that's all,
o, He volunteered to t{!lk. I| But it was waorth following up. It was
af say, he dnststod upon it You see. | about this man Ben Cameron.  He'd

bappened to liave the gentleman's ac-
saintance——""
“Yoyp—m-1"

“We met on the steumer mmi?tl: over

wo were escafing from ussin.
. e was
So wus

15 name wis Jim Const then,
waiter In the dining salocn.
. Funny, fsn't it?"’

To MeGuire 1t scemed for from that,

r at this revelntion his jaw dropped
nd he stired ot Peter g thongh the

ntirs affair were beyond his cowmpre-

PRy Ilnlim hn"?( get what I eould.  Maxbe
oy im! ter, you!" aw ennedy had a different ldea
.,}:““ km\‘ﬁu:";l‘:lt‘-.;nr‘x ‘:l?:k" strange [ even then, T ‘don’t know. e never
kﬁ:'“ "1t was either that or star- snid what he was thinkin' about.

tion. 1 preferred to wait.' .
”rnr—fnr the love of God—go on,

.

} . His hands were '
ul:ll:llll t}:ah:-‘llt;‘ijr nEmHnml there was | his elnim.  TBut we knew he hadn’t
dnrnugin hin shifting eyes, so Peter | taken aut any paners. He never thought

atched him keenly.
“1 will. He told me hm\-‘,\'r:u u;ul
worked together out in Colorado,
pl::dthe Run l.ftiu Valley, n‘f the gold
rospect near Wagon Wheel Gap, of Ity
ilure—how you met agein in Pueblo
nd then went down into the copper
untry—Bishee, Arizonn.'
Peter had no pity now, He saw Me-
uire straighten agoin in his chair,
Is gaze shifting past DPeter from left
right like a trupped wnimal,
ngers groped nlong the chale arnis,
long the tablo «dqe, trembling. cager
ut uncertain, But the sound
ter's narrative seemed to faseinate—
bypnotize hivi.
"G o= !"" he whispered hoarsely.
YGo on !
“You got nn outhit and went out into

e Gila  Desert,”  continued DPeter,
Inting hix  pletuee  visarely,  delil -
rately. It wax horeible—the bheat,

e sand, the rocks—but you weren't
olog to fuil this time
oing to be semething at the emil of this
erelble pilgrimnge to repny you for nll
AL you suffereil, you and Hawk IKen-
¥. There wus no water but what
U carrled on your pack cmnles-—nn
Ater within o hundeed miles, nothing
Ut wnd and rocks and the heat. No
hance at all for « wan. alone without
horse, in thut desert  You saw the
B8 of men and amimals blenching
long the teall, int was the deuth
a‘.t AwWalted any man——""

You et

".*'!'-' sprang for *he toctnred man ns
Gulre's fingers elosed on something
?HH' open drawer of the tabie, bot
fer twisted the weapon quickly out
{ hiw hand aud threw
_t'lu_u IR

You fonl, ' he

Tilspere '
s he pinioned &l.-(;“ Wepered qulckly

) Mk nire in his ehale,
Bt L want to wdd another murder
W% o your consclenee?'?
R:llll}lvthn’rv had alveady ceased to
. h‘it;:“;" I:-z'l-‘r huda't been too gen
il m,  The man had collnpsed,
. ihru;' s face showed his coudl-
hh;l: b ter poured ont
. Y ound watep which he
\#1‘"“ empleyer's gaping ips, "Ihen
ted, witohing the o\ i
rllledlurmigllg.-!ul-lI now to P .
eost, for his sugging facial
::;Ii‘:vh'l'lll_l‘rl o riveal the lines of
.k ‘l:nt 0 bis life—an old mun,
ol ulrlr'rly sxty, yet broken and
i slnt- \i chine nround slowly, his
"T\'hu__\:-;:wlv seeking Peter's,
managed Mn;n::‘rle You going to do?"
Nathlng, I'm
nd then, Playing hi
"d"“'hll\ Hawk sa|
n, swid etor,

n gloss of
wnred be-

cter, & hun-

no  blackmailer.'"
s high card, "'['ve
d ubout Ben Cam-

ll‘n:u_" UNow tell me the
n‘m:hiuﬁ"'ﬁ"' of the name McGuire
pory en his eyes Closed for u

You know-—

ted,
"h‘-,.. bix side,

verything," he mut-

" l’tlllr lied, l‘“!h.tl.
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There wian

v 1t o the corner
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come into town all alone, get supplles
and then go out again next day. 1le
It slip something over the drink one
night.  That was the tip we were fol-
lowin®' up. Wo wirnek his teail, all
rlght—askin' questions of greasers pnid
Indians, We knew he'd found somethin’
good or he wouldn't have been so quiet
nhont t.

“T1 awear to God 1T had no ldea of
harmin' him. T wanted to find what
Ben Cameron had found, stake out nenr

“We found Ben Cameron. Perched
up in a aill of rocks, he was, Mvin' In
the hole he'd dug where he'd staked

anvbodv'd find him out there in that
hell-hole, Tt was hell all right.
now, whenever T think of what
must be,
looked like,
aned heat.

“It all eomes back to me., FEverp
little thing that was« wald and done—
every word., Ben Canmeron saw us first
—and wher we eame up, he was sittin'
on a rock, his vifle acrost his knees, a
hntey man, thin, burnt-out, black ns a
greaser. %

Y“Howlk Kennedy praesed the time of
dny, tnt Ben Cameran only enrsed ot
him and waved us off *Get the hell ont
of here." he save—ugly, Rut we only
nughed at him—for didn't we both see
the kind of an egg Ben Cameron wns'
settin' on?

““ ‘Don't be pokin® jokes at the Gila
Desert, my little man.' sayvs Hawk, po-
lite ps you pleage. “It's hell that's here
nnd here it will remnin.’  And then
we sald we were short of woter—whieh
wo wore not—ani had he any to spare?
Pt he waved us on with hix rifle, nevep
avin' aoword,  So we moved down the
enleh o oounrter of g mile and went into
cnmp,  There was ore heve, ton, bat
nothin® ke whot Ben Cameron hod,

“Hawk was quiet that night—erreep-
In' nbout nmong the rocks, hut he
didn't sny what was on his mind, In
the mornin' he stavted ot to talk tn
Ben Comeron an' T went with him. The
wnn was still #ittin® on his rock, with
the rifle over hig knees—heen there all
night, T reckon, But he let us come to
hailin' distones,*'

N jee oluim
ner," wivvw TTawk,

Ik Y snyw he,

ORIt von ofeald of rubbin' mome
o' that verdigris off onto your pants?
mys Hawk

T hey're my ponts,” sove Cameron,
You ain't here for any good. Get ot ™
And he brivgg his vifle ta his hip. Wea
saw he was seared all right, maybe
not gocmuoel ot what we'd do to him us
ut sharin® what he'd found,

The Gilg Derert aln't all yours, is
it, pardner? Or maybe you got a mort -
gage on the evarth!" suys Iawk, very
rolite,  'You ain't got no eblection to
o= stakin' alongeide of you, have vou?
| Come nlong. now, Let's be neighbprs.
F'We gee what you've got.  That's al)
right, We'll take your leavin's, We've
got a right to them,'

YAnd ko after n while of pulaverin'
with him, be lets us come up and look
over his claim. Tt didn't luIzr uny eye
at all to see what he'd got. He wnsn't
weh of A man—RBen Cameron—weak -
eved, rum=dumb—poor, too. You could
see that by his outfit—worse off than we
wore.  Hawk told him we had a lot of
friends with money—nhig money In the
East, Mnpyhe we could work It te ron
a rallrond out to tap the whole ridge.
That kind of got him and we found he
hind no friends in this nart of the coun-
try—s0 we snt down to grub together,
Iten Cameren, ke me, unsuspectin
of what was to bappen,

Even
liell
I think of what the guleh

Just rocks and alkali dust

you got there, pard-
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